The rulers had sowed the wind; it was reaping the whirl-
wind.
Political life literally ran to waste. " Where states-
manship is stagnating, demagogy is in flower/* Friedrich
Engels, the father of German Socialism, had written, and
his disciples in Berlin set out by their own acts the truth
of this dictum.
The revolutionary feeling was not yet quiescent and
we have a picture of the revolutionaries toiling in Goethe's
fair city of Weimar behind barbed-wire entanglements,
and guarded by machine-guns against the attacks of those
whom they had caused to revolt, and who now in return
rebelled against their " deliverers " from the " claws " of
the Hohenzollern. Mass strikes, political murders, and
street fighting became the running commentary of existence
in Germany.
The war profiteers were ably succeeded by the usufructu-
aries of the " People's " revolution and by the greed of
the operators of the inflation.
So-called volunteer corps sprang up everywhere, par-
ticularly in the east and south-east, attracting those adven-
turous spirits who could find no release in the peace.
Many were used as the hirelings of interests to further
doubtful causes. Others were just wandering marauders
and murderers. Quite 60 per cent of these auxiliary military
formations were orderly, and without their use, they for
the most part being seasoned troops, the Poles, who grew
audacious in their newly-found liberty, and the Russians,
would not have been checked in their westward advances
through the Prussian marshes and the Silesian coal-
fields.
The good solid German soldier, peasant and workman
was being promised the Golden Age, more wages, more
leisure, and less work, by groups whose only intention was
power. The old, old cry. Meanwhile the Allies were de-
manding their pound of flesh at Versailles. Money to be
paid by way of reparations was talked of glibly by all,
and the millions rolled off the lips of the German delegates
as easily as from those of the conquerors* The people
would pay anyhow.